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board-lined and painted houses. Over their
long files of rooms still hovers the old assurance
of peace in the home.

But on the highway and in the village lanes
shadowy figures are in movement. Cigarettes
glow and sometimes a roar of laughter breaks
out. Three farm-maids come strolling along the
road, all three with white kerchiefs on their
heads that glow softly in the night. A party
of men join them, and they all go together into a
tiny shack where lemonade and cakes used to
be sold. There are over a dozen of them, and
no patriot could ever divine what thoughts pass
between them.

So much for that gang. Juha Toivola knows
nothing of their doings. He has fussed around
all day, and in the evening dragged himself
wearily into his woods. In his mind there
is now no room for doubts or hair-splitting;
these last few days he has given up " prophesy-
ing/' He sees only the farmers and the re-
sistance put up by them. That makes the situa-
tion clear and whole; it is all in harmony
with the billowing spirit of the times. Old Juha
was filled with the revolutionary fever that
summer.

And the Revolution goes on, swelling with a

sense of its own importance.    Every morning the

mail brings newspapers which tell of the growth

of the movement throughout the country, from
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